THE TRAGEDT OF RAMS AT MACDONALD
merely the mouthpiece of MacDonald, The hands were
Esau's hands, but the voice was the voice of Jacob.
The Speaker's attempt to mollify the angry Labour Mem-
bers was unavailing. The tumult continued, several Members
standing at once, and seeking to catch the Speaker's eye. At
last, Mr. Jack Jones, the witty Irish-Londoner from Silverton,
succeeded, and, amid shouts of protest from the Conservatives,
asked leave to move the adjournment of the House. Inter-
jections, interruptions, cross-talk, and noise continued. Lans-
bury, Kenworthy, and Scurr were allowed to offer suggestions.
Then Mr. Tom Pickson, a well-liked Member, caught the
Speaker's eye. He had a sensational question to ask. He
asked the Attorney-General whether, if any Members of the
House who would be speaking in their constituencies in the
following week expressed similar opinions to that contained
in the article in the Workers* Weekly, they should be subject
to similar prosecution. There was a shout of * Yes/ c Yes/
from the Opposition benches. Mr. JDickson waved a depreca-
tory hand towards the Treasury Bench, * If so/ he said,
* they will probably lose half their Party.' This was a threat
and was accepted as such by those on the Treasury Bench.
There was no doubt that this definite demonstration of
disapproval came as a shock to Sir Patrick Hastings* He had
not realized the real significance and consequences of his
action. He was worried and anxious to do the right thing.
In the first place, he determined to find out all the facts of the
case. He sent for Maxton. He then learned that the man
Campbell was not the Editor of the Workers9 Weekly > but was
only acting temporarily for the Editor, who was away ill.
* He told me something of the man's past history/ said
Sir Patrick Hastings, e and, mark you, I am accustomed to
defending people, and I thought to myself at once, what my
position would be if I were defending counsel and the
Attorney-General had picked out, as the one dangerous
Communist whom he wanted to put in the dock, a man
described as a man who had had both his feet almost blown
off in the War, who fought through the War from beginning
to end, and who had been decorated for exceptional gallantry.
I thought to myself what I would look like, supposing that
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